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NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


HENRY HOLT & CO. 
HAVE LATELY PUBLISHED 
FREEMAN. 
IMPRESSIONS OF AMERICA. 

By Edward A. Freeman. $1.50. 
MAINE. 

EARLY LAW AND INSTITUTIONS. 

By Sir Henry Sumner Maine. 8vo. $3.50. 
TEN BRINK. 

EARLY ENGLISH LITERATURE. 


(To Wicliff.) By Bernhard Ten Brink. Translated 
by Professor H. M. Kenedy. 12mo. $2.25. 


BROWNING. 
LYRICAL AND DRAMATIC POEMS. 
Selected from the werks of Robert Browring. 
E, T. Mason. Square tz2mo. $2.c0. 


WITT. 
CLASSIC MYTHOLOGY. 


A Translation of Professor G. Witt’s ‘* Griechische 
Gotter und Heldengeschichten.” By Frances Young- 
husband. Supplemented with a Glossary uf Etymol- 
ogies and Related Myths. 12mo. $1.25. 


GOSSE. 
ON VIOL AND FLUTE. 
Selected Poems by Edmund W. Gosse. Square 


12mo. $1.75. 
WALKER. 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. 


By Francis A. Walker, President Massachusetts In- 
stitute of Technology. Large 1z2mo. $2.25. 


FIRDUSI. 
THE EPIC OF KINGS. 


Stories Retold from Firdusi. By Helen Zimmern. 
With a Prefatory Poem by Edmund W. Gosse. 


1z2mo. $2.50. 
ROBINSON. 
YALE LECTURES ON PREACHING. 
Delivered to the Students of Theology at Yale Col- 


I2mo. 


By 


lege. By President E. G. Robinson, of Brown Uni- 
versity. 12mo. $1.25. 
SYMONDS. 
RENAISSANCE IN ITALY. 
Part I. The Age of the Despots. 8vo. $3.50. 
Part II. The Revival of Learning. 8vo. $3.50. 
Part III]. The Fine Arts. 8vo. $3.50. 


Parts IV. and V. 


YORKE. 
EVOLUTION AND CHRISTIANITY. 
By J. F. Yorke. 12mo. $1.50. 


PORTER. 
OUTLINES OF THE CONSTITUTIONAL 
HISTORY OF THE UNITED STATES. 


By Luther Henry Porter. 12mo. $1.50. 


DOYLE. 
ENGLISH COLONIES IN AMERICA. 
Virginia, Maryland and the Carolinas. By J. A. 
Doyle. 8vo, with map. $3.50. 


NEW NOVELS. 
SERGEANT’S (Adeline) BEYOND RECALL. 
Leisure Hour Series, $1.00. Leisure Moment Series, 


25 cents. 

NORRIS'’S (W. E.) NO NEW THING. Leisure 
Hour Series, $1.00. 

LUCY’S (H. W.) GIDEON FLEYCE. Leisure 
Hour Series, $1.00. Leisure Moment Series, 30 cents. 

A CHELSEA HOUSEHOLDER. Leisure Hour 
Series, $1.00. Leisure Moment Series, 30 cents. 

HOPPUS (M. A. M.) ASTORY OF CARNIVAL, 
Leisure Hour Series, $1.00. Leisure Moment Series, 
25 cents. 

ALEXANDER’S 





(Mrs.) THE ADMIRAL'S 


Italian Literature, 2 vols. $7.00. | 
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NEW PUBLICATIONS. 





‘““THE MANHATTAN is well got up and taste- 
fully illustrated,” says 7he [//ustrated London News. 





THE MAY NUMBER OF 


THE MANHATTAN 


CONTAINS: 


FRONTISPIECE. THE PLAY SCENE IN 
HAMLET. 
After the famous painting by DANIEL MACLISE, 
R. A., in the British National Gallery. 





A STUDY OF HAMLET. 
By Henry C. PEDDER, with illustrations of eight 
scenes of the play. 


THE LADY OF THE PATIO. 
A Poem. By GEo. PARSONS LATHROP. 

METAMORPHOSIS. 

A Story. By HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD. 
CARHATX., 

By S. G. W. BENJAMIN, with 12 illustrations. 
WHERE ARE THE SPRINGS OF LONG 

AGO? 
A Poem. By EprTH M. THOMAS. 


“SET NOT THY FOOT ON GRAVES.” 
A Story. By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 


A SONNET. 
By RICHARD HENRY STODDARD. 


THE DESCENDANTS OF LOUIS PHIL- 
LIPPE. 
With 12 portraits from photographs. 
MARGARET AND LUCILLE. 
A Story. By Epna DEAN PROCTOR. 
THE MODERN NOVEL. 
A Poem. By EDGAR FAWCETT. 
ROUND THE TABLE. 
By G. H. SHERBURNE HULL. 


A SCHOOL OF URBANITY. 
By FERD. C. VALENTINE. 
THE NOBLE RED MAN IN RRAZII. 
By FRANK D. Y. CARPENTER. 
RECENT LITERATURE. TOWN TALK. 
SALMAGUNDI. 


Ode tothe Dude. (GUY HERNE.) How Far- 
ragut Faraday went a Fishing. (F. D. S.) 





| $3.00 a year in advance, postage free ; 25 Cents 


WARD. Lesure Hour Series, $1.00. Leisure Moment | 


Series, 40 cents. 


Published at 
TEMPLE COURT, NEW YORK. 


a number. 
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SUMMER RESORTS. 


CAMPOBELLO ISLAND, — 


SEASON OF 1883. 


_The hotels of the Campobello Company, ‘THE OWEN” 
and “ TYN-Y-COED,”’ will be opened for the season in 
the latter part of June, and will be under the same manage- 
meut as last year. 

Since the closing of last season many improvements have 
been made, that will greatly add to the already superlative 
comforts at this unique watering place. 

The season of 1882 was a great success, and so many 
people were unable to get rooms that a new dormitory has 
been built near Tyn-y-coed, to which it will be a pleasant 
annex. 

It has been constructed under the supervision of Cum- 
mings A Sears, contains sixty-four rooms and will be fur- 
nished in the same attractive way as the others. Extensive 
water views, abundant sunshine, and open fires on every 
hand, pure spring water and good drainage, are the features 
here secured. 

Comfortable carriages, village carts, wagonettes, and well- 
equipped saddle horses will be supplied. 

The steamer Emmet has been secured, and will be used 
for ferry service only. 

Steam launches, rowboats, canoes, and some of the famous 
’Quoddy sailboats will always be at the command of guests, 
MAN-OF-WAR NECK, 

Composing about eight hundred acres, has been plotted 
and divided into cottage lots of various sizes, These lots, 
as well as many others, are now offered. Nearly all of those 
offered last season have been sold. 

Applications for board may be made to 

T. A. BARKER, 
Office of the Campobello Co 





era 12 Sears Building. 
Applications for land and for any further information con 
cerning the property may be made to 
ALEX. S. PORTER, 
General Manager Campobello Co., 
27 State Street, Boston. 


NEW HOTEL, 


Summer and Winter Resort. 
THE DUTCHER HOUSE AND COTTAGES. 
PAWLING, N.Y. 


Highlands, 62 miles from the city, on Harlem Railroad. 
Built and furnished thoroughly first-class ; four-story brick; 
large rooms, with closets; steam heat, open grate, gas, 
electric bells. Soft mountain spring water on each floor. 
Ample fire hose and escapes. Elegant opera house for 
amusements and dancing. 


Celebrated orchestra, park, lake, fishing, boating; no 
mosquitoes, no malaria. Send for circular. 


F.W. DEVOE & CO. 


Artists’ Materials, 


READY-MIXED PAInTs, Dry Coors, CoLors IN 
OIL, COLORS IN JAPAN, PuLP Co.ors, 


BRUSHES, FINE VARNISHES, &c. 
Cor. Fulton and William Sts., New York. 








( - Send one, two 
A N three or five dol- 

. elars for a retail 

box, by express, of the t Candies in the world, put 


up in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison Sr., Cuicaco. 





IMPORTANT. 


When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
rs and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 
UNION HOTEL, opposite Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up ata 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 
day. European plan. Elevator, Restaurant supplied 
with the best. . Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 
— Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in” 
the city. 
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Published every Thursday, $5 a year in advance, postage free. 
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(GS Subscribers who do not receive their copies will please 
nolify the office at once. 


PRING is upon us. Blear-eyed winter has depart- 
ed with his ulster and bronchitis, his rubbers and 
buckwheat cakes, chest-protector and chillblains. Now 
cometh the. bursting bud flashing into emerald, the 
balmy breeze, the  garrulous sparrow, the day 
of moving, the first straw-hat, the murmurs of 
Newport and Coney Island, and the opening of the 
Big Bridge. It is at this seasonthat the young man’s 
fancy lightly turns to thoughts of Mt. Desert, and the 
maiden turns over last summer’s finery with an eco- 
nomical eye, and paper grows more eloquent than ever 
on the subject of bills. It is the season of promise and 
talk. The Van Dudles will Newport. So will the Ul- 
sterdams and the Wafflespoons. The De Slapjax are 
going abroad, and the Von Buckwhetes will remain to 
tackle Coney Island. There is a hum of moving, 
preparation and gossip. The Dog Star is slowly ris- 
ing, which is Sirius matter for dogs. Opera is over 
and theatre is nearly so, but the livery-stable man’s col- 
lector is still rampant, and that obdurate tailor’s last 
year’s experience has made him so vulgarly proud that 
he wants cash. These are sad reflections. 





MORE FROM ST. QUENTIN! 





OUR CORRESPONDENT’S 
ANACONDA BREAKFAST !! 


His NoBLE PRESERVER !!! 





St. QuENTIN, France, March 25th, 1883. 


It is my birthday to-day. I am 30 years old. “ Aunt 

Lyman,” in Bangor, Maine, always sends me $50 
on my birthday. I have eaten an enormous breakfast. 
One gets a keen appetite, having only one meal a day. 
I was helped three times to omelette, twice to soup, 
four times to cutlets, washing the whole down with 
a bowl of coffee, and three bottles of vin ordinaire. 







But it is horrible not having anything to smoke. Until 
I sold my last shirt, I got tick at a cigar shop, but there 
is no use asking for “tick” when one wearsa dirty 
wisp of a handkerchief about his neck. Every one in 
the hotel knows that I am in pawn and they all avoid 
me. ‘Thackeray, as we all know, was once in pawn at 
a hotel, so I am in good company, or rather I should 
be, if it were forty years ago and I were in Lille instead 
of being in St. Quentin. That notice which I found 
on my bed this morning has disquieted me a little. 
Still, before breakfast, I went out and pawned the 
dagger, receiving on it one franc. ‘The landlord sent a 
waiter with me, fearing, I suppose, that I should either 
commit suicide or escape him altogether. With half the 
franc, I bought at a mew tobacconist’s some chewing 
tobacco, for I have no passport and wish to be able to 
prove my American citizenship in case my troubles 
come toa head. I gawe my last half-franc to the 
waiter, and he gave mea letter. It was in my Aunt 
Lyman’s handwriting. 

“Good old soul!” I exclaimed as I tore open the 
letter. It contained a birthday card, on the back of 
which was written: “Ihave given this year’s $50 to 
make you a Life Member of the American Board of 
Foreign Missions. Many Happy Returns of the Day.” 

I went back to the hotel a wretched man, oh, so 
wretched ! 

As I sat looking out of the window of a dreary room 
at the rain sullenly pouring into the gray, provincial 
street, a cab drove upto the hotel door. A tall man, 
who looked like an American, stepped out of the cab 
and walked into the hotel. In afew minutes he came 
into the room in which I was, and seating himself next 
to me, said “ good morning ” to me. 

I nodded at him; he was singularly tall and slim 
and wore a Newmarket overcoat which came to his 
heels. His face was boyish, almost childlike, and he 
had a sweet, simpering smile. But his eyes were black 
and flashing, and as he smiled I ‘sawthat he had no 
front teeth. 

“Tt is raining,” said he pleasantly. 

I admitted that it was raining. 

“Do you smoke ?” he asked, at the same time hand- 
ing me an alligator-skin cigar case. 

“T do !” cried I, eagerly clutching at a cigar. I had 
not smoked for ten days. You may imagine that I 
was “frozen” for a weed. 

The stranger then handed me a match saying: 

“And you will supply the lung power.” 

The pleasantry reminded me uncomfortably of the 
German’s. joke at the banquet, but I lighted the cigar 
with the proffered match. “You are an American?” I 
inquired, finding that the cigar was a real Havanna. 
“Yes, I am your fellow countryman,” he answered. 
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“Tf it is not too impertinent, may I ask you why you 
do not wear a shirt?” and he smiled, showing his 
toothless jaw. 

“It is a tradition in the Plantagenet family that the 
eldest male heir never wéars a shirt,’ I answered 
proudly. 

“ Plantagenet family !”’ he exclaimed. “ Why, I saw 
on the hotel book that your name was spelled “H-u-d-g- 
k-i-n-s.”” 

“Tt is spelled “ H-u-d-g-k-i-n-s,” I explained haught- 
ily, “ but it is pronounced Plantagenet. It is an old 
family tradition.” 

I looked as dignified as a man can look who has not 
a shirt to his back. 

“Well, Mr. Plantagenet, my name is W-a-t-k-i-n-s, 
pronounced as spelled, of Watkins Glen, New York, 
a brand new family. Now, you are of an old family, 
and you are temporarily hard-up.” 

I waved deprecatingly, and adjusted the wisp of a 
handkerchief as if it had been-Beau Brummel’s final 
success, 

“ Ah, do not have any false pride,” he said ; “any 
gentleman’s remittances may fail him. May I not 
have the honor of loaning you a sum sufficient for your 
needs, until your remittances arrive ?” 

“You may,” I said, relenting. ‘I am a special cor- 
respondent of the New York Lire. International jeal- 
ousies, instigated by- the London Punch, and the 
Undertakers’ Gazette, have delayed the arrival of my 
funds. I will borrow of you and pay you with my 
I. O. U. It is needless to say that my I. O. U. is, in 


any place but St. Quentin, France, legal tender for all 
debts ; just try it at Marseilles.” 
“ How much do you want, Mr. Plantagenet ?” 
“Want! I want the world, but I shall be contented 
for the present with one thousand francs.” 





“ One thousand francs are not enough to carry you 
to Moscow,” quietly replied the stranger with one of 
his dreadful smiles. I started ! 

“Never mind your I. O. U.,” he continued, as he 
handed me a bag of gold andabox. He bowed, went 
out of the room and I heard the cab roll down the 
street. Recovering from my astonishment, I put the 





“Lire: 


gold into my pocket and opened the box. It contained 
in it a Bradshaw's Guide, which was opened at “ Rus- 
sia,’’ by the little knife which I had pawned in the 
morning I can write no more, but next week, 
if Iam not knocked into the middle of it, I will let 
you know where I am. 








TWO NEGATIVES. 


GAVE him his first rejection 
At Newport, a year ago; 
At Christmas, with proper reflection, 
Again, in New York, I said “ No.” 


There ’s in grammar a rule I remember— 
Two negatives—how does it run ? 
So the cards have gone out for September, 
And my white satin gown is begun. 
ELEANOR PUTNAM. 





“ How shall I the true dude know 
“From another one ? 

“ By his staff and cockle-feather 

** And his silver shoon.” 





PROVERB. 


It is never too late to get up in the morning. 
From the Sanscrit. 








AN ILLUSTRATED ADVERTISEMENT. 


WANTED—A MAN TO MAKE 2,000 CALLS IN NEW YORK. 
Enclose addressed postal to REGULAR PAY, Herald. 


























THE ACTION OF THE NEW 
YORK ALDERMEN. 


[FROM THE LONDON TIMEs.] 


For a long time well-informcc Englishmen 

have been aware of the feeling entertained by 
the New York Aldermen toward her Majesty, 
Queen Victoria, and the action of the Aldermen 
yesterday in regard to the opening of the Brooklyn 
Bridge will be learned here without surprise. It 
is probable that those supporters of Mr. Glad- 
stone’s ministry who, relying upon the sympathetic 
emotions that naturally would be awakened among 
Americans by the death of John Brown, have 
looked for a display of official weakness in the 
New York Aldermanic Board, will now be unde- 
ceived. We quote from the cable report of yes- 
terday’s proceedings: 

ALDERMAN MORIARTY: Oi move yez, sorr, that 
owin’ to the twinty-foorth av May bein’ the birthday 
av the Quane av England, some other day be selicted 
for the opening of the Aste River Bridge. 

ALDERMAN O’SHEA: Oi sicond the risolution, in 
case the Chair as-sures me, that this procading is not 
overt. 

THE PRESIDENT: The Chair is av the opinion that 
the risolution is dacent, and rasonable, and in no sinse 
overt. Whin, in the coorse av human ‘evints, it be- 
comes nicissary for an Oirishman to act, thin he 
should spake. 

ALDERMAN O’SHEA: Thin, Mr. Prisident, Oi 
sicond the risolution av me collague, and Oi say it is 
a shameful thing, that a toyranical and indacint 
woman, loike the Quane av England, should be 
flaunted in the face av the Amirican paple. 

The resolution was carried unanimously. 


While England does not shun and does not fear 
the issue thus raised across the Atlantic, English- 
men must deplore the evanishment of certain hopes 
of reciprocal good feeling which have been en- 
couraged by Poole on this side of the water, and 
by Sir Cyrus Field and Washington Childs, Esq., 
on the other. From what exact time to date the 
rise of the bitter feeling in America toward Queen 
Victoria we do not very well know. The order 
promulgated by Her Majesty at the time when 
H. R. H. the Princess Louise held her first 
drawing room at Montreal, that all ladies should 
wear low-neck dresses, notoriously gave offence 
to the New York Aldermen, the wives of most of 
whom were present with high-neck dresses. Sug- 
gestions of the fallacy of the reasoning of the 
gentlemen that we have named were not lacking, 
either at the lamentable period marked by the 
injury to Her Majesty’s knee, when the American 
press teemed with flippant comments upon a mis- 
fortune which might have ended in the necessity 
of wheeling about Her Majesty during the rest of 
Her existence in a roller-chair. Whatever the 
reason or whatever the indications marking the 
progress of this inimical feeling, the outcome of 
the present question is restricted to a small range. 
Either the Brooklyn Bridge will be opened on the 
day set, or the day for the opening will be 
changed, or Her Majesty Queen Victoria will 
change her birthday. We await without tremor 
and without doubt the course of the British 
Government in this matter. We will add that a 
Queen who is born is born, and we do not credit 
that any alderman within the limit of the earth’s 
circumference can knock that proposition end- 
wise. 
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AN ADJUSTMENT. 


Dear me! Who is that girl? THAT Is THE PRUDENT MAIDEN THAT 
WAS. 


And is that young fellow the poor young man? 'THE VERY SAME. 


Ah! They have adjusted their differences, have they not? WELL, 
RATHER. 


Has some one died? NO: HE IS AS POOR AS EVER; BUT OF LATE IT 
HAS BEEN VERY DULL FOR HER; SHE REQUIRES DIVERSION. 
So they are engaged? OH YES, UNQUESTIONABLY. 


And does He require diversion too: NOT SO MUCH; BUT HE HAS A 
LITTLE PLEASURE IN STORE FOR HIM. 


What is that? HE HAS GOT TO BREAK IT TO THE OLD MAN. 
Will that be fun? YES, IT WILL BE RARE SPORT. 
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TRIOLETS. 





(WHAT HE SAID.) Peru 
?” TIS but a bon-bon kiss, 
I dafe to offer thee ! 
It cannot be amiss, 
’Tis but a bon-bon kiss— 
And yet ; instead of this, 
Perhaps—Ah, no, I see 
’Tis but a bon-bon kiss 
I dare to offer thee. 


at) 
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(WHAT SHE THOUGHT.) 
He's but a silly boy 
To give a sugar kiss— 
Afraid he might annoy ! 
He’s but a sz/ly boy! 
Perhaps he don’t enjoy 
Another kind than this ? —_ 
He’s but a silly boy phere 
To give a sugar kiss. 
ys. Wes 
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THE OLD MAN. 


ONS have their governors, 
daughters their fathers, pro- 
spective sons-in-law to whom are 
granted a full bill of possible rela- 


tions, have the Old Man. It is PRESENT. 
probably unnecessary to say that 
he is the father of the Girl. The Do or Du. 


Old Man’s natural enemy is the- 
Young-Fellow-without-Gold - who- 
wants -to-marry-the-Girl. To 
foil him is what he lives for. 


Remnant of the Dodo. 





PAST. PERFECT. 
Dun. DuDE. 
The result of an over A parasite from Yankee- 


done, dreary existence. dude-l. 








When once the Girl has definitely 
ascertained that the Young Fellow is to her taste, it is time wasted 
to bring evidence as to the absence of his character. Though he 
may be proved to have been a drunkard, a gambler, a liar, a jilt, 
or guilty of any species of knavery not incompatible with his 
being at large, it is all likely to go for nothing with the Girl who 
will say, openly, ‘‘I don’t believe it;” and to herself, ‘‘It all 
happened before he knew me. He says himself he was a poor 
creature then.” Soa wise Old Man, while he is not by any 
means blind to character, will prefer to argue the money ques- 
tion. If he can say to the girl, ‘‘ Marriage with this young fel- 
low would make it necessary for you to take in washing,” she 
may hesitate. 

“Sir; I love your daughter, and she loves me. I feel it to be 
my duty to let you know it.” 

It sounds like a very honorable and magnanimous speech from 
the Young Fellow; and it is: and he never thought so much of 
himself before. For he feels that in telling the Old Man he has 
satisfied all demands that honor would make, even upon the most 
Quixotic soul. It is not his fault that he fell in love with the 
girl. Is she not lovely? And once having felt the spark, is he 
to be blamed for courting her for all he was worth until his tender 
feeling was reciprocated. Oh, no; of course he was not to blame. 
Love has a right to expression. 

And he asks for nothing tangible. He merely tells of the 
covert existence of a fact, which it seems more honest to openly 
proclaim. ‘‘We are young,” he says, ‘‘and though I am poor, 
with such an inspiration I cannot fail to win a name and fortune.” 

Poor Old Man: If he says, “‘ No, you can’t have my daughter,” 
he will hate himself for being mercenary; the Young Fellow will 
hate him on general principles, and the Girl will cordially dislike 
him for his unkindness. 

But if he says ‘‘ Yes,” he becomes responsible for the Young 
Fellow from that hour, and must see to it that in due time he is in 
a position to marry the Girl and does marry her. And meanwhile 
the Young Fellow will have the run of the premises without let 
or hindrance, and will be entitled to all rights and easements per- 
taining te a son of the house. 

This was what the Young Fellow asked for when he modestly 
told his love. He is a fraud—though probably he does not know 
it; our sympathies are with the Old Man. 








HOW JOHNNY BROKE THE NEWS. 


‘6 H ma, ma,” shrieked Johnny, rushing into his mother’s 
room, ‘‘a man down street knocked Pa out with an um- 
brella and broke three ribs. He—— 

‘* What! Three ribs? What will become of us. Oh, my son, 
your poor father will die. Here, John, run down to Dr. Blank’s 
and tell him to come up immediately with bandages and all 
those things. Mary, get the Pond’s Extract, and tell James to 
bring the carriage immediately. Dear George, three ribs broken, 


- how he must suffer. It’s awful. Thank heaven there’s the car- 


riage now. Doctor coming soon, John? That’s good. I’m go- 
ing to get your father, darling. Good bye !” 

“‘ What’s the matter with ma ?” said John as his mother drove 
off. ‘‘Seems kinder worried. Guess I’ll run across to Billie’s 
and help him to dynamite that cat. So long!” : 

In the meanwhile his distracted mother was hastening to her 
husband’s office, where much to her surprise she found him at- 
tending to business as usual, and as lively as a ‘‘ critic.” 

“Why, George,” said she. “Ithought you were hurt ?” 

‘Hurt? Lord no. A crank hit me with his umbrella but 
fortunately I got it away from him before he did much dam- 
age. See, there it is. There ribs broke—why, what's the matter, 
darling ?” 

‘* Nothing, I’m going home to see John,” was all she said. 
She went, and Johnny remarked afterwards that he was ‘‘sawn.” 

J. K. B. 





A STEAL cruiser—Robeson hunting a ship to repair. 


CLARA Morris drew well with Salvini—$400 after 
each performance. 


THE editor of the Waco (Texas) Sentine/, having 
been blown up by the explosion of a saw-mill boiler, 
we suppose it will now be in order to allude to him as 
“our highly steamed contemporary.” 
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THE GOOD OLD DAYS. 


I N the good old days, 
When a Knight amused his journeys 
With fasting and feasting and tourneys, 





















































In the good old days, 


These were good old days ! 


Redressing whatever was wrong 

With his sword, while a song 
Made up for all loss or delays— 
These were good old days ! 


In the good old days, 


— When the Minstrel took up the burden, Living under the lash like cattle, 
, And the Knight received as a guerdon, Glad not to be forced into battle, 
=s =44 And bore off as a token of love, The peasants toiled on till their death ; 
) His fair Lady’s glove, And they drew their last breath 
. a And stood ready to fight in her praise— In the fear of the Knight always— 
5 ae These were good old days ! These were good old days. 
a8 NN 
; HA \y 
ve f In the good old days In the good old days, 
: When the Castle was lofty and lonely, When rapine and murder and pillage 
* When the peasant’s hut was only Ruled over the desolate village; 
f A miserable shed of reeds When no peasant was sure of his life, 
AY: - For all his needs, Of his child, of his wife ; 
= v4 “ Despised by the Knight he obeys— When shame is the steel that slays— 


Were these good old days ? A. Z. 
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LEAVES FROM THE DIARY OF AN UNDER- 
GRADUATE. 


FEBRUARY 2ND, 18—. 


. HE physics lectures this term are 

very interesting. This morning 
the lecturer happened to select the 
sunny-haired Xanthus as the corpus 
vile of his electrical experiments. The 
victim mounted the glass-legged in- 
sulating stool with a confident grin, 
but when the battery got in its work 
on him, his expression changed. His 
rich auburn mat stood up on end in a 
circular aureole, under which his con- 
vulsed and livid features showed like 
the face of a pre-Raphaelite saint 
against a nimbus of old-gold. The 
professor smiled, and even the ranks 
of Tuscany—the red-heads of the 
Third Division, known in history as 
‘* The Old Brick Row ”—could scarce 
forbear to cheer. 

But the bottle which was to 

: have been exhausted of air, and 
then crushed by the pressure of the outside atmosphere, had some 
flaw init. It wouldn’t crush. The lecturer and his colored as- 
sistant relieved each other in vain at the air-pump. Bets were 
freely t2id—in whispers—with odds in favor of the bottle. At 
last the harrowing struggle was abandoned. 
not devoid of a certain sprightliness—was afterwards heard to say 
that the receiver was less exhausted than the darkey. Beverley— 
to whom nothing human is alien—lingered after the lecture, and 
asked the professor whether this experiment was designed to il- 
lustrate the strength of materials. He also expressed sympathy 
with the assistant. He found the latter to be a practical philoso- 
pher, who regarded his chief’s methods of breaking glass as need- 
lessly indirect. 

‘* Break ’em easy ’nough, take a hatchet,” was his comment. 

‘* Formerly a boy was used,” said the lecturer, in explaining 
the self-adjusting valve of the steam engine, and his countenance 
wore a pitying smile at the rudeness of the contrivance. But on 
going to my room after the lecture, I was annoyed to find one of 
those obsolete pieces of machinery waitmg for me at the door 
with a tailor’s bill. How much more delicate and impersonal 
would have been a simple, self-adjusting valve, with bill attached, 
hanging from the door-knob ! 





FEBRUARY I7TH. 


Attended the afternoon lecture on the metric system of weights 
and measures, and made the following entry (original) in my note- 
book : There is no use in trying to bring home the Metric System 
to the great heart of the people, until our proverbs and even our 
English classics have been amended in the interest of the reform, 
thus : 


A miss is as good as a kilometre (approximate). 
A gram of prevention is worth a dekagram of cure. 
‘« Aye, every centimetre a King ”—Zaear, etc., etc. 


FEBRUARY 22ND. 

The birthday of George Washington! Watson told me that it 
was rumored in well-informed circles that Higginson had this 
morning unearthed again the fur cap with a knob on top which he 
used to wear at the Grammar School, and subsequently here 
through his first winter. Calling at Higginson’s room last Tuesday, 
I found his chum and a few sympathizing friends sitting around the 
grate and feeding the flames with a collection of Higginson’s 
head-gear. I saw them burn: 


Hudson—who is- 
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Ist. The green plaid cap with patent leather frontispiece. 

2nd. The black cloth hat with exposed wire rim, which gave so 
much offence in Sophomore year. 

3rd. The felt “ Monitor” with the hole in the apex, through 
which the sunlight twinkled. 

But the fur cap was not among them, and there is too much 
ground for the fear that it escaped the holocaust, and that Wat- 
son’s information is true. 


MARCH 4TH. 


There is some excitement over the suspension of Punderson, 
the class poet. The fellows have been in the habit of sending 
him little pencil notes in recitation, begging for odes, etc., to while 
away the tedium of the hour. G. Horne was especially importu- 
nate in these requests. Finally, to him too much demanding, the 
odist, after a short frenzy on the front bench, returned the fol- 
lowing answer, written on a blank leaf torn from his text-book : 


To MACENAS. 
Sine Cerere et Baccho friget Apollo. 


G. Horne, you seem to think, by——, 
That Homer doesn’t ever nod. 

You'll find, if once your hand you try, 
That writing endless poetry 

*’s Not half so easy as you think. 

It needs good +smear, cigars and drink 
To get a high-toned frenzy up: 

The muse is dull without the cup. 
Who eats at Commons Club his dinner 
Will find his wit grow thin and thinner. 
Mecenas, set ’em {upward straight, 
Or for your odes in vain you'll wait. 


The eagle eye of the instructor lit on this manuscript gem as it 
was passing from hand to hand along the benches toward G. 
Hiorne. He arrested it and read it. Its sentiments and language 
were both too improper to be overlooked, and Punderson is now 
absent temporarily from these shades. 


ON HER TWENTY-FIRST BIRTHDAY. 


HE best wish I can send to thee 
On this, the morning of thy life, 
Is not for pleasure nor for wealth, 
Nor to be free from care and strife ; 


But that, when Time shall lay his hand 
With soft caress on thy dear head, 
Thy heart will not turn back and call 
Those years the best which long have fled ; 


That all thy treasures may not lie 

With buried years, ’neath vanished skies ; 
That thy best joy may never be 

To view the Past with wistful eyes ; 


But that the Future aye may hold 
Some cherished hope to lead thee on, 
So that thy heart may never sigh : 
“« My fairest days are dead and gone.” 
PHILIP Hay. 





* Cf. Horace. — u— 


xorius amnis.”” and scholiast. 


% Academice—food. } Pocula largiter superposuit. Lost Decades of Livy. 






























BOOKISHNESS. 


HE BOoOK-AY OF LITERATURE—the musty smell of 
a rare old volume. 





A NEw serial story is begun in the May number of, 


Harper's, and it is called a “Castle in Spain.” 
As the author evidently intended to make his curious 
characters walk Spanish, it would not do to have called 
his tale “ A Castle in the Air,” because Ayr is in Scot- 
land. 





THE Led-Horse Claim,” is the name of a very clever 
American novel, but the authoress fails to tell us 
whether the Lead-Horse originally belonged to the 
Tin-Soldier, whereof we were wont to read in Andersen 
and the nursery. 





Ir is announced that Mr. Harry Jim (if we may be 
thus familiar) is going to write for the Century an essay 
on the late Anthony Trollope, an Englishman whose 
mother spoke almost as ill of America as Mr. Harry 
Jim himself. Why does not Mr. Jim tackle the works 
of the Reverend Everett Hale, and give us an essay on 
“The Man without a Country.” 





Ir is said that the very successful no-name novel, 
“A Daughter of the Philistines,” is the work of 
that very successful novelist, Prof. H. H. Boyesen. It 
isa story of Wall street existence with pictures from 
the life of the curious zoological specimens there col- 
lected. But its title suggests Miss Delilah, the young 
lady who got Mr. Sampson where his hair was short. 


A PUBLISHER is now engaged in getting out a series 
of “Famous Women” biographies. Already have 
lives of George Eliot and Emily Bronte appeared, and 
sketches of George Sand and Mary Lamb and Mar- 
garet Fuller are in preparation. But great injustice 
is a-brewing. So far, at least, no announcement has 
been made of any volume in the series to be devoted 
to the most widely read female author of any time or 
country, the revered and altogether unforgetable 
Mother Goose. 





M. JouN STERLING'S latest novel, the “ Porte Bon- 
heur ; or, I don’t give a D »” has been trans- 
lated into American by Mr. E. Zola, “who has fully 
preserved the power, strength and interest of the origi- 
nal,”—if we may believe the preface which the publish- 
ers (T. B. Peterson & Brothers) have prepared, prob- 
ably desiring to spare the author from all further 
trouble. M. Sterling is the great French leader of the 
Naturalistic school. But this book is a Moral Book. 
And it is also avery Dull Book. It is almost as dull as 
the ordinary Imported English novel and it is not as 
Decorous. 
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1st Citizen: Say CHAWLES, WOULD A BRA-A-SS 
PEDESTAL DO FOR THE BA-ARTHOLDI STATUE? 


2nd Citizen: CERT, M’DEAR F’LAH. BUT HOW’LL 
WE GET THE BRA-A-SS? IT COsTs, Y'KNOW! 


1st C.: MELT DOWN CESNO-0-LA—EH ? 


2nd C.: Ou! (reflects) BUT WE CAWN'T HAVE THE 
PED BIGGER’N THE STAT, Y’KNOW. 








PROBABLY few persons of ordinary intelligence and 
given to travelling, have ever known that the Sen- 
ator Wagner, in whose luxurious palace cars they re- 
clined and in whose opulent sleeping cars they slum- 
bered, was a poet. But he was. This fact is strange, 
if true. And still stranger, if true, is the fact that it is 
a, French woman who has first written him up. It is 
perhaps owing to the ignorance of this foreign female 
on the delicate ground of American geography that 
there is a little uncertainty about the towns where he 
composed his poetry. She refers to cities which 
she calls Rienzi and Parsifal. Now, we know Rome 
and Memphis, Utica aud Syracuse ; we know Oshkosh 
and Sheboygan, Kalamazoo and Peoria; we know 
even Weehawken and Skowhegan ; but Parsifal and 
Rienzi we do not know. With the hope that some 
kind reader may be able to straighten this thing out, 
we give the full name of the book: “Richard Wag- 
ner and his Poetical Work from Rienzi to Parsifal,” 
by Judith Gautier, (Boston, A. Williams and Co., the 
old Corner Bookstore. 1883.) 
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BIOGRAPHETTE. 
XIV. 
JAMES BEN-GORDON. 


AMES BEN-GORDON necessarily inherited vast wealth, 

his father having been an editor. He appeared first as a 
single sheet extra, double leaded pica and of pink complex- 
ion, and there was only one of him issued, price two cents. 
Upon reaching his majority, little Jimmie, as he was then 
called, was suddenly summoned to executive control of the 
entire estate. Being of frugal disposition he carefully deposited 
the revenues accruing each month in yachts, fast horses and other 
securities, of which he holds an enormous amount to this day. 
He likewise reorganized the staff of the periodical he inherited, 
and devoted his own tremendous talents to the editing of the 
personal column on the front page, which soon became famous 
all over the civilized world. A corps of foreign correspondents 
was likewise organized by him in this city, and they daily send 
cablegrams of column length from the city editor’s room to th: 
office of the managing editor, giving the particulars of inter- 
views with crowned heads all over Europe, Asia and Harlem. 
This enormous expense is incurred cheerfully by Mr. Ben-Gordon, 
and he certainly leads the world in this enterprise. 

His explorations in Central Africa, by deputy, and his inves- 
tigations of the North Pole, by able substitutes, have given him 
a reputation for daring which is peerless. In naval architecture, 
however, he won most fame. His last yacht was really the work 
of his own hands, for while a few deserving artisans drew her 
lines and hammered her planks together, he did the rest himself, 
drawing his checque unaided. He was likewise celebrated for 
a duel fought in two States simultaneously—he being in New 
Jersey and his opponent in Yonkers while the fatal shots were 
exchanged, 
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A DEFECTIVE SOCIETY REPORTER. 
SCENE IN EDITORIAL ROOMS OF THE KALAMAZOO Xadsominer. 


GROWLER, Managing Editor, to City Editor: ‘‘ Say, 

* Smith! What asinine idiot did you send over to Jenkins’ 
last night, to ‘do up’ that private masquerade ?”” 

“Let me see! Why, the new man, DeCourcy, I believe.” 

“Send the monumental ass to my room when he comes in; I 
want to see him.” 

Half an hour later, DeCourcy arrives from reporting a dog- 
fight out in the country (the Sporting Editor having gone to a slug- 
ging match), and with fear and trembling, approaches the inner 
Sanctum. 

‘*See here, Mr. DeCorsets! I want to know what you mean 
by sending in copy of this kind.” 

The ‘‘new man” mildly corrected the pronunciation of his 
cognomen, and asked what was the matter with his work. 


‘* What’s the matter? why, Hades and Demnition! Read it, 
man, read it! I never saw anything so horribly unfinished in all 
my life, Mr. De Snorky! Never, sir, never! !”’ 

The embryo Jenkins read 1t carefully and handed it back, say- 
ing: ‘“ Well, Mr. Growler, the article seems to be all right. It 
reads pretty well, I flatter myself !” 

‘* Pup-pup-pup-pretty well, nonsense! Listen to this rot now: 

* ¢ 3: ¢ and the spacious parlors were adorned with 
natural flowers.’ Now, Mr. Recherche, that is nice language for 
a journal of the Xalsominer’s standing to print now, isn’t it? 
You are a fine adjective slinger, youare! Why, you bemuddled 
snoozer you, my little boy ten years of age would know enough 
to say: ‘And the gorgeous suite of Orientally draped parlors, whose 
walls were one solid mass of dazzling plate glass mirrors from 
marble wainscoting to frescoéd ceiling, were festooned from cor- 
nice to peristyle and from bracket to architrave (these terms never 
mean anything special, but they are stock expressions and should 
always be rung in somewhere), with the rarest exotics (‘ exotics,’ 
man, ‘ exotics !’—always ‘EXOTICS!!’) gathered at a fabulous 
expense from the four corners of the earth, and arranged in the 
most skillful and attractive manner known to the florist’s art.” 


‘* Now, don’t you see how very consumptive ‘ flowers’ sound, 
when compared with the rich, rolling ‘ ex-ot-ics ?’” 

DeCourcy faltered forth a shaky affirmative. 

‘*To resume, what do you say after ‘flowers’ ?—‘ Dancing was 
indulged in until 3 A.M.’ Oh! my stricken soul! Not a-single 
reference to the ‘subtle perfume!’ Where wd you serve your 
apprenticeship? Don’t you know, my dear Mr. DeCustard, that 
a society report without the ‘subtle perfume’ in it, is like the 
play of Hamlet, with Hamlet left out! I might have overlooked 
the use of the word ‘ flowers’ in lieu of ‘ exotics,’ but the absence 
of the ‘subtle perfume ’—-Never!! You shoudd have gone on, 
after ‘ flowers’ (or ‘ exotics’), in this wise: ‘ whose subtle per- 
fume quickened the ravished senses of the gay masquers (always 
remember to spell it with a ““q”), who now abandoned them- 
selves to Terpsichorean revelry—as the dreamy, sensuous waltz, 
the dashing polka, and the alluring galop, was discoursed in 
heavenly strains by a superb orchestra—until the wee sma’ hours 
(‘wee sma’ hours” is a “ bull’s eye” on the gentle reader, every 
time), arrived, and the leaden morning rays gave the hitherto daz- 
zling gas-lights in the crystal chandeliers, a dull and distre ap- 
pearance.’ ‘ Bistre’ is the correct Kibosh, my son, and rounds 
off the article with an appropriate contrast. 

“Now, Mr. DeGoosey, in view of these lucid instructions, do 
you think you will be equal to the ‘choice exotic, subtle perfume, 
sensuous waltz, and dzsire racket,’ in the future ?” 

DeCourcy thought it over and made up his mind that he would 
be a gigantic failure as an ‘‘ exotic-er,” a ‘‘ subtle perfumist,” or 
a delineator of *‘bistre”-some effects, and sadly tendered his 
resignation as “ Society Reporter” on the paper. 

He is now Chief Custodian of the Cuspidor and Grand Broom 
Wrestler Extraordinary, in the Xa/sominer office, at a salary of 
$3 per week and “ found”—in old exchanges for use as a sleep- 
ing mattress, quilts, pillow, etc. 

EBENEZER FRESHQUILL. 
































WALLACK’S THEATRE. 








SoLE IMPORTER, Mr. Lester Wallack. 








Mr. Wallack’s Company of Imported Cockney Comedians will 
Appear in 
“THE CAPE SNOWBALL,” 


BY 
CLEMENT SCOTT anp SYDNEY GRUNDY. 








THE CAPE MAIL. 


AN entirely new petite comedy, in one act, by Clement Scott, 

Esq., recently played at the Haymarket Theatre, London 
(Ontario), with great success ; this is what the programme kindly 
calls it. This is what the English manager thinks about it. 
What the American critic thinks about it may be expressed more 
briefly : It is sickly and hyper-sentimental rubbish, full of 
machine-made pathos and patent leather emotion. Miss Measor 
acts well. So does Mr. Kelcey. So does Mr. Flockton. So 
does not Miss Coghlan. 


AFTER THE ‘‘ CAPE MAIL.”’ 


A GENTLEMAN (¢o the Lady who sits next to him): Is this the 
‘Cape Mail,” or is it the ‘‘ Liar?” 

THE Lapy: Why do you ask ? 

THE GENTLEMAN : Because everybody in the play lies, except 
the old woman, and she is blind, and, therefore, does not dare 
tell a lie for fear she could not see her way out of it. 

THE Lapy: They do all prevaricate a little. 

THE GENTLEMAN: A little? They all lie like a war-map ! 


THE SNOWBALL, 
ACT I. 


This is a farcical comedy, and so the lying begun in the one-act 
play is continued in the three-act. The imported Mr. Tearle 
lies ; the imported Miss Rose Coghlan lies ; the imported Mr. 
Buckstone lies; Miss Marion Booth lies; Miss Effie Germon 
lies. And Mr. John Gilbert believes the imported Mr. Osmond 
Tearle to be Jying when for once, and for a wonder, he is telling 
the truth. 





BETWEEN ACTS I. AND II. 


AN INQUIRING PERSON: The ‘‘ Cape Mail” is an imported 
English comedy, by Mr. Clement Scott, is it not ? 

His FRIEND: Yes. 

THE INQUIRING PERSON: But it is an adaptation of the 
French ‘‘ Jeanne gui pleure et Jeanne qui rit,” is it not? 

His FRIEND: Yes. 

THE INQUIRING PERSON: Then why does Mr. Wallack an- 
nounce it as this man Scott’s ? 

His FRIEND (seeing a chance for a merry jest): It is wrong ; 
but perhaps he hopes to get off Scot free. 

T The Inquiring Person goes out to see a man.]| 


“ACT II. 


This is still a farcical comedy and so the lying continues. 
The imported Mr. Osmond Tearle, the imported Miss Rose 
Coghlan, the Imported Mr. Buckstone, Miss Marion Booth, Miss 
Effie Germon continued to lie, and Mr. John Gilbert still believes 
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that the imported Mr. Osmond Tearle is lying when he happens 
by chance to be telling the truth. The imported Miss Rose 
Coghlan arrays herself in an imported English dressing-gown 
which sends cold chills down the back of every American woman 
who sees it, 





BETWEEN ACTS II. anp III. 


AN ENQUIRING PERSON: The ‘‘Snowball” is an imported 
English comedy by Mr. Sydney Grundy, is it not ? 

His FRIEND: Yes. 

THE ENQUIRING PERSON: But it is an adaptation of the 
French Play “Oscar; ou, un Mari qui troupe sa femme,” by M. 
Eugéne Scribe, is it not ? 

His FRIEND: Yes. 

THE ENQUIRING PERSON: Then why does Mr. Wallack an- 
nounce it as the work of this man Grundy ? 

His FRIEND (seeing a chance for a merry jest): It is wrong, 
but perhaps he does not care what Mrs. Grundy says. 

Fr: he Inquiring Person goes out to see a man. | 





ACT: III. 

This is still a farcical comedy, but as the Imported Mr.Osmond 
Tearle takes occasion for once to tell the Imported Miss Rose 
Coghlan the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, 
of course the play comes to an abrupt end. The best acting in 
it is done by Mr. John Gilbert and Miss Effie Germon. 





AFTER THE PLAY, 

AN OLD LADY FROM THE COUNTRY (putting on her cloak): 
La, me. I don’t go to the theayter more’n once in four or five 
year, an’ when I do, I do like to see a play with some gumption 
into it. 

HER City Cousin: Didn’t you like the plays to-night ? 

THE OLD LADY FROM THE COUNTRY (storinz away in her 
reticule the candies remaining in the package bought by the City 
Cousin): La, me! I suppose them shows is all alike. They’re 
big on promisin’ an’ mighty slim in performin’, They call it the 
“Cape Mail,” and there ain’t no cloaks and no post-office in the 
hull drayma. They call it the ‘‘ Snowball,” and there ain’t no 
snow nor no sleighin’ in it: leastwise I didn’t see none. 

HER City Cousin: But, Aunty, you see 

THE OLD LADY FROM THE COUNTRY (interrupting): An’ I 
don’t see no sense in havin’ two names to one play, anyhow. 
But, then, play-actors are allus so queer and contrary-like. 
Though why that young woman took on so powerful when she 
allowegl her husband was dead, should set out to play tricks on 
him as soon as he was back from the war, I don’t see, no how. 
That lets me out completely. ARTHUR PENN. 











A HANDSOME young fellow named Bunny 
Was sadly in need of some money; 

His heart and his hand 

Went in barter for “sand ” 
To a lady whose figure was funny. 
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ANTICIPATION. 


Younc Sympkins reins his steed with care 
And strikes an ambling pace ; 

Full bright the day ; full sweet the air, 
Secluded is the place. 

He tries his bow,—would sHE were there 
To see his tranquil grace ! 

A smile his face serenely stirs ; 

He dreams of one adorning her" s. 


POKER AMONG THE POETS. 


ILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT is said to have 

been a student of draw-poker, but there is no 
evidence to prove it—Boston Post. Isn't there? In 
Thanatopsis he says: “Thou shalt lie down with 
kings !” Shakespeare played poker too. He makes 
Polonius say: “ Beware of entrance into a [jack-pot], 
but being in, bear’t that the opposed may beware of 
thee.” Also says Hamlet, probably having raised the 
pot on fourclubs and a heart—“ Now might I do it 


pat.” Then see the following : 
“T cannot draw.”—Xing Lear, v., 3. 
“This business will raise us all.’"— Winter’s Tale, iv.,4. 


“T would give all my fame for a pot.”—AHenry V,, 
ttt., 2. 

“ Let him pass peaceably.”—2 Henry VT, 3. 

“You apprehend passing shrewdly.”—Much Ado, 
it., I. 

“ T can re‘ as soon asany other man.’’—Romeo and 
Jultet, it., 

King john had evidently run up a a flush with 
threes, for he says: “It is the curse of kings !”— 
King John, vt., 2. 

Henry VI. likewise must have had a dismal exper- 
ience when he was forced to call the dealer—“ Thou 
setter up and plucker down of kings.”—3 Henry V/., 
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REALIZATION. 


SHE comes; the joyous smile is there; 
Her father’s coming too. 
Full bright the day, full sweet the air; 
The sky’s a perfect blue. 
He tries his bow—-so does his mare. 
As thoroughbreds will do. 
An unforeseen event occurred, 
Poor en quite forgot—and ‘spurred. 
tt, 3. Phen we have several hints of the hands held 
in those grand old days : 
“T have a bobtail.’ '—King Hida: tit., 6. 
“These begging Jacks.” —Merchant of Venice, ttt., 4. 
“We see these things effected to the full.”—2 Henry 
rs. a, & 
“Straight let us seek.” —Xing John, v., 7. 





‘*PUZNISS IS PUZNISS!” 


TH E parents of an about-to-be bride, hearing with 

dismay that it was fast becoming the fashion 
to send floral gifts instead of the more substantial 
things of this world to the happy couple, worded the 
wedding invitations as follows : 

Mr. and Mrs. PooRMAN 
Request your presents 
At the marriage of their daughter 
MARIGOLD 


to 
Mr. JOHN FULLPURSE, 
Monday afternoon, April Ninth, 
At half-past two o’clock, 
41144 Silver Street, 
Bonanzaville. 
Friends will kindly omit 
Flowers. J. K. B. 
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NOTES AND EXTRACTS. 


“Render unto Scissors those things which are Scissors.” 
—[St. Paul to the Fenians. 1V., rr, 44.] 


ITALIAN thusic is fine because it is ground so much 
on the streets.—V. O. Picayune. 





Ir was first known that hogs were good to eat when 
Japhet Ham. _Jt would be a Shem not to Noah thing 
was good after trying it.—Ba/timore Every Saturday 





IF the pictures can be believed, it was a very simple 
matter for an ancient Roman to get ready for bed. 
He just took his sandals off, that’s all.—ochester 
Post-Express. 





WHEN Ouida asked Charles Reade for a name for 
her dog he suggested ‘‘ Tonic,” saying, ‘‘ It is sure to 
be a mixture of bark, steal and whine.”— Yonkers 
Gazette. 





‘* ARAMEINTA.” You ask how you may acquire 
beauty. Get married to a public officer. You will 
then instantly become ‘‘a model of feminine beauty.” 
They all do.—Boston Transcript. 





THE young man was trying to play sober. He sat 
with the young lady on the front steps. He studied 
for a long time, trying to think of something that 
would illustrate his sobriety. Finally he looked up, 
and solemnly said: “ The~-(hicy moon’s as full asa 
goose ; ain’t it ?’—Georgia Major. 





A maiden at Vassar 
Was a terrible gasser, 
And always paraded her learning ; 
Since her pa lost his rocks 
Through a tumble of stocks, 
She studies the science of churning. 
—Williamsport Breakfast Table. 
HEGEMAN’S GASTRICINE. 
A specific for dyspepsia. Sold by all druggists. 25 and 
50 cents per box. Sent by mail. J. N. HeGeman & Co., 
Broadway, corner 8th Street, N. Y. 


- BILLIARDS. 


THE MOST EXTENSIVE MANUFACTURERS OF 
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BILLIARP AY SOOL TABLES 





IN THE WORLD. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE C0., 





have received the first premiums, the latest Triumphs 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all na- 


INSURANCE. 








‘THe EouitaBLE 


LirFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, 
120 BROADWAY, NEW York, 


ASSETS, - - - $48,000,000, 
Having declared its policies, over three years in 
force, to be INCONTESTABI.E, announces that all 
such incontestable policies will be paid at matu- 
rity, without rebate of interest, immediately 
after the receipt at the Society’s office in New 
York of satisfactory proofs of death, together 
with a valid and satisfactory discharge from the 
parties in interest. 


HENRY B. HYDE, President. 
JAMES W. ALEXANDER, rst Vice-Pres’t. 
SAMUEL BORROWE, 2d Vice-Pres’t., 
WILLIAM ALEXANDER, Secretary. 
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United 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 
Association, 
$20 Broadway, 
N. z. 


\ : 
Hey 


=] 





$5,000 ACCIDENT INSURANCE. 

DEMNITY. MEMBERSHIP FEE, $4. ANNUAL COST 

ABOUT $11. $10,000 INSURANCE, WITH $50 WEEKLY 

INDEMNITY, AT CORRESPONDING RATES, WRITE OR 
CALL FOR CIRCULAR AND APPLICATION BLANK. 
European Permits without Extra Charge. 

CHAS. B. PEET (of Rogers, Peet & Co.), Pres't. 
JAS. R. PITCHER, Sec’y. 
320 & 322 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


$25 WEEKLY IN- 








BANKERS. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, 
BANKER AND BROKER, 
No. 25 Pine St., N.Y. 


All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 








AMUSEMENTS. 
HEATRE COMIQUE. 728 and 730 Broadway 
HARRIGAN & HART.............. Proprietors 
POTN FE, CANNGR. 5. face ibs tsckews cece Manager 


HARRIGAN & HART 
in Edward Harrigan’s latest piece 


THE MUDDY DAY. 


The popular music by Mr. Dave Braham. 








WILLIAM POLLOCK, 


MEMBER NEW YorK STocK EXCHANGE. 





tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tabfes, and Com- 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris Exhibi- 
tion of 1878. At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and re- 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all de- 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY, 


768 Broadway, New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston, 


15 South Fifth St., St. Louis. s13 S. oth St., Philadelphia. 
84 and 86 State St., Chicago. 


367 W. Baltimore St. Baltimore, 


A. G. HEMINWAY. TRUMAN HEMINWAY. 


A. G. HEMINWAY & CoO., 
BANKERS AND BROKERS, 


11 Wall Street, 


New York. 


| 
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TUESDAY, MATINEES FRIDAY. 
[yon SQUARE THEATRE. 
Mr. A. M. PALMER....... Proprietor and Manager. 





Mr. CHARLES WYNDHAM and his London Com- 


pany in 
.*. THE GREAT DIVORCE CASE.-. 
Every Evening at 8. Saturday Matinee at 2. 


Seats may be secured two weeks in advance. 





TONY PASTOR’S 14TH STREET THEATRE. 





EVERY EVENING AT 8. SaTuURDAY MATINEE. 


NEIL BURGESS 1n VIM. 





Pronounced by the press and public the greatest 
success of the season. The patent revolving stage, 
the great circus scene, etc. 


Seats secured two weeks in advance. 


Desraaf & Taylor, 


FuRNITURE AND BEpDING. 


To Buyers in the all-important business of 
Surnishing their houses and apariments we would 
be especially gratified to show our new productions 
and rapid advancement in this industry. 

Price and quantity in sight, ready for selection, 
are our Special Inducements at this season. 


DEGRAAF & TAYLOR, 


47 and 49 West 14th St., 48 West 15th St., 
Between sth and 6th Avs., 


NEW YORK. 


These famous Steel Pens com- 
bine the ease qualities of 
—g ye OY = 
u actio! 
uited to all styles of ‘wri ne. 
For sale everywhere. 


Ivison, Blakeman, Taylor & Co., N. Y. 
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“ Now es digestion wait on appetite, 
** And health on both.” —SHAKESPEARE. 


“Common Sense’ Lunch Room, 


| 13§ Broapway (cor. Cedar Si,), 


JAMES P, WHEDON, Manager 
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ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE& CO. 


Summer Importations of Solid Colored Lisle Thread 
Hosiery, in the new shades, harmonizing with dress 
fabrics. Opera Silk, Lisle and real Balbriggan 
Hosiery (Black and Colored). 


Broadway and roth St. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE&CO. 


Suit Department. 


Will offer the balance of their Paris Novelties in 
dresses, Mantles, and Wraps at 
greatly reduced prices.. Also a special line of Em- 
broidered Batist Robes, equally low. 


Costumes, Evening 


Broadway and roth St. 





Durham House Drainage 
Company. 
187 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


Manufacturing the Durham Patent System of 


SCREW-JOINT 


IRON HOUSE-DRAINAGE. 


PLACED IN NEARLY 2,000 BUILDINGS. 
ADOPTED FOR THE NEW 


SCHOOL 
MINES 


OF 
BUILDING, 


Columbia College. 





No Plumbers’ Material 
is used in this work. Ev- 
erything is new, perfect 
in design, adaptation of 
materials. and workman- 
ship. The Company man- 
ufactures its materials, 
and constructs the work with its own 
workmen, and it assumes an unlimited 
responsibility for absolute perfection of 
materials and workmanship. 

The adoption of this system of con- 
struction will result in a saving of 






LIFE, HEALTH, AND MONEY. 
Send for Illustrated Pamphlet. 
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CELEBRATED HATS. 
Budi. 


NEW YORK. 


178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, 


179 Broadway, near 
bet. 22d & 23d Sts., S.. 


Cortlandt 


CHICAGO. 
Correct STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 


LYONS FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, 
AND WALKING STICKS. 
Ladies’ Riding and Walking Hats. 


WALL PAPER. 


AND UNDER THE PALMER House, 








Decorate and Beautify your Homes, 
Offices, &c. 


QUAINT, RARE AND CURIOUS PAPERS BY EmI- 
NENT DECORATIVE ARTISTS. 


Close Figures given on Large Contracts. 
If you intend to sell your house, paper it, as it 
will bring from $2000 to $3000 more after having 


been Papered. Samples and Book on Decora- 
tions mailed free. Agents wanted. 


H. BARTHOLOMAE & CoO., 


MAKERS AND IMPORTERS, 





124 & 126 W. 33D ST., (near Broadway), N.Y. 


GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


Fins CHAMPAGNE 
BRANDY. 


NATURAL, Dry, UNCOLORED, UNSWEETENED, 


Shipped by Hennessy, Laid in London Docks 
since Feb’y, 1873.. 


Sold by Bottle, Doz. or Gall. Also, 


BRANDIES IMP’D IN GLASS, 
From $14.00 to $135.00 per dozen. 


H.B. KIRK & CO., 


69 FULTON ST. & 1158 BROADWay, 








PATENT BINDER 
FOR FILING 


-LIts 


Cheap, Strong and Durable. 


Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any 
part of the United States for $1.00. 


Address, office of ‘‘ LIFE,” 









1155 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 
STERBROOK “Fens 


Leading Nos: 14, 048, 
For Sale by all Stationers. 

THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CoO., 

Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York. 


Cavanagh, Sandford & Co., 


P RINTING [N K : Merchant Tazlors and Importers, 


60 JOHN STREET, NEw York. 





This paper is printed with our cut ink. | 





NATURAL 


viedridgshall 


rient and well tried curative for regular use by such medical authorities as Sir 
Henry Thompson, Virchow, Frerichs, and others. 


16 West 23d STREET, 


Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel. New Yor ie 
All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 


Called by Dr. J. von 
Liebig “ a Treasure of 
Nature,” on account of 
its high degree of 
Chlorides. Recom- 
mended as a mild ape- 


BITTER-WATER. 


Cures constipation, headache, indigestion, hemorrhoids, chronic catarrhal, dis- 


orders of stomach and bowels, gravel, gout, contion, diseases peculiar to females, and impurities of 


the blood. 


Lo be had of all leading Grocers and Druggists everywhere. 





Press of Gillss Brothers, 75 & 77,Fulton Street, N. Y. 








